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A BIG INJUN WHO WAS LITERAL 

By G. Frank Lydston. 

ONE of the most famous American 
fighters of bygone days was the 
late Brigadier-General Andrew H. 
Burt, formerly "Fighting Andy" of the 
25th. No man was ever better loved by 
the men under his command than was the 
old general. His popularity is easily ex- 
plained. He was ever ready to doff his 
shoulder straps and play football or base- 
ball with his soldiers and it is said that as a 
referee for boxing bouts he was without a 
peer — incidentally the old warrior was no 
mean litterateur. 

It so happened that the General was my 
brigade commander at Camp Cuba Libre, 
Jacksonville, Fla., during the Spanish- 
American War. T had the good fortune 
ever after until the General's death of en- 
iovi-r his friendship. He was a great story 



teller and it would require a volume of con- 
siderable size to recount the stories of the 
many adventures that he related to me. 

The old general fought in various capaci- 
ties throughout the Civil War. When the 
war was over he entered the regular serv- 
ice and was assigned to duty in the far 
west, where he had numerous experiences 
in warfare with the Indians. He was adopt- 
ed into several of the Indian tribes and was 
given the sobriquet of "Big-white chief-lit- 
tle man who fights the Sioux a great deal," 
the Indian translation ,of which I do not 
now recall. 

The old warrior never was so eloquent 
and happy as he was when relating his ex- 
periences upon the western plains. One of 
the most interesting of these was the fol- 
lowing; which I will relate as nearly as pos- 
sible in the general's own words. 

"In the early eighties I was a major of 
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regulars, stationed in Dakota, and on ac- 
count of my- familiarity -with the Indian, 
dialects and the good will which the various 
tribes of friendlies exhibited towards me, 
I was placed in command of a hundred 
Crows, who were serving our army in the 
capacity of scouts.,., On one occasion my 
party of scoutS* was serving under the late 
General Crook- — The Gray Fox— one of 
our most famous' Indian lighters. The 
Sioux had broken away from, their reserva- 
tion and, as was their wont, were murder- 
ing and scalping the settlers and stealing 
stock right and left. To General Crook fell 
the task of rounding up the hostiles and to 
my body of scouts was assigned the duty 
of locating them in order to insure the 
'round-up.' Rounding up Sioux was very 
much like the formula for making chicken 
soup — 'first catch your chicken/ 

"We hunted for the Sioux for many days 
without success. Finally General Crook, 
becoming exasperated with our failure to 
find the Indians, brought me to book, say- 
ing. 'Major, your Crow scouts are abso- 
lutely worthless. They have not sense 
enough to pound sand, to say nothing of 
finding hostile Indians. They couldn't find 
a Sioux if he were hog-tied and laid down 
in front of them.' I did the best I could to 
explain to the general that we were on the 
job and doing the best we knew how, but 
when I left him he was still peeved and, to 
be frank with you, I myself had absorbed 
some of his ill-nature. 

"After mess that evening I was sitting 
smoking in front of my tent when the Crow 
chief, who was second -in command of the 
Indian scouts, came to call on me and 
smoke a pipe, as was his wont every even- 
ing. The old chief was not fluent or com- 
municative and our conversation usually 
was limited to 'How cola?' — meaning 'How 
is my brother ?' — a series of complacent 
grunts on the part, of the old chief and 
'Good night,' when our pipes were finished. 

"On the evening in question I did not 
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respond to the old chief's greeting. He sat 
in silence for some time and then asked, 
'What ails my brother?' Your brother is 
very sad,' I replied. 

" 'Why is my brother sad?' 'Because the 
Crow scouts are no good. They can't find 
the Sioux and the Big White Chief is very 
angry with me.' 

"The old chief sat in silence until he had 
finished his pipe. He knocked the ashes 
from the bowl, stuck the pipe in his belt, 
extended his hand and said gravely, 'Good 
night, brother. Me go find Sioux.' 'Fine, 
1 hope you catch 'em,' I retorted, suppos- 
ing of course that he intended to take a 
detail of scouts and go on a voyage of ex- 
ploration and discovery. 

"About thirty minutes later the old chief 
dashed madly up to my tent on his mus- 
tang, pretty nearly upsetting me before he 
succeeded in checking the beast. !V[y Indian 
friend was stripped to the burl, armed to 



the teeth, and in full war paint. 'Good-bye, 
brother/ he said, 'me go find Sioux' ; and 
before I could ask any questions he had 
dashed out of the camp and disappeared 
in the gathering twilight. I thought the 
old man had gone crazy and possibly I was 
not far out of the way, but there certainly 
was method in his madness. 

"The next day while we were at mid-day 
mess I heard shots some distance away 
from the camp and remarked to the general, 
'There is fighting going on out yonder.' 

" 'No,' he replied, T think not. That is 
probably some of our boys who are out 
hunting.' 

'' 'But,' I said, 'there are several varieties 
of guns being used.' 'Your imagination, I 
think, major.' 

"A few minutes later the sentries, who 
were posted on the rim of the hollow in 
which we were encamped, began firing and 
rushed frantically down into the midst of 
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the command. Immediately following them 
was a naked Indian on horseback, holding 
aloft in his hand a human head. Right 
after him was a large band of Sioux gal- 
loping directly upon us. 

"The Indian who was carrying the head 
brought his mustang to a halt in front of 
the crude table where General Crook was 
eating and, dashing the bloody trophy down 
in front of the commander cried, 'Me heap 
big Crow chief! Me find um plenty Sioux!' 

"The old chief sure had found an elegant 
sufficiency of Sioux. 

"It was hard to say which was the most 
surprised, the Sioux who followed the 
chief or our command. The guns were 
stacked at an inconvenient distance from 
where we were sitting at mess and we had 
to rely upon our revolvers until we could 
work our way to the carbines. For about 
twenty minutes there was the worst mixup 
that could be imagined. It was not easy 
to tell where soldiers began and Indians left 
off. There were enough Indians to have 
wiped us off the map, if we had not been at 
such close quarters and they had not been 
so surprised by charging into soldiers where 
no soldiers were expected. We lost a num- 
ber of men killed and wounded, but finally 
succeeded in giving the Sioux a good lick- 
ing. Those of the Indians who survived 
galloped out of the melee and away as soon 
as they could disentangle themselves from 
the mixup. 

"After the fight was over I approached 
General Crook and asked, 'Well, what do 
you think of my Crow scouts now?' The 
general wiped the sweat and powder marks 
from his face with the back of his hand 
and replied, 'Too damned literal, sir, too 
damned literal.' " 
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